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{3hisel on William Buckley's grave-
sione thatin politics he was never
trandy. Asa profassional conservative
in a liberal age, Buckley has thrown
barricades across the most traveled
thoroughfares of consensus. n 1954 he
co-authored a book defending Joe Mc-
Carthy just as the rest of the Eastern
Establishment was rising in belatadre-
vulsion against the rantings of the
Wisconsin senator. A decade later, with
Sinophilia spreading through Foggy
Botitom, Buckley publicly clamared for
nuclear strikes against the facilities
producing Chinese atomic bombs.

This season attacks on the u.s.in- -
telligence services are & fa moda, Dirty
tricks are out. The ClA Isunder fire.
Agents past and prasent scurry for the
bunkars as politicians and reporiersvie
{o unmask them.

Leave it to Buckley to saily fortiinow
with his first novel, Saving the Quesn,
a sny thriller that so glorifies the CIA-
andis so packed with the details of spy-
ing thatitbegsthe question: Was
William Buckley himszif 2 5pOOK?

“Why, yes. Ci coursa,” he readily re~
plies, as if afraid hewash't going to be
asked. Me pops his syes and cocks
his jaw in the manner familiar o au-

diences of his televisionshow ~ ~ °~

Firing Line. That taut grin slicas’across
his face with all the warmin of a Buick
grille, circa 1957. Bill Buckley is pleased
to play the heretic. e :

Save or his occasional lapsesinto
syntactical arabesques and facial
spasms, Buckleyisa surprisingly re-
1axad, almost law-Key conversational- -
ist. He sinks kieside his wife, Pat, into
tha tented sofashe has installedina
window niche of their waterfront palaz-
20 in Stamford, Conn. The room isa
small whirlpool of Haitian apricot, lav-
ender, lime green and yellow. Buck-
lay's denisamore simply decorated
sunroorm that gives onto a rock garden.
His harpsichord is there. .

“{ywas only in the agency briefly,”
Buckley resumes again, *just afterlleft
Yale. lwas based in Mexico City under
E. Howard Hunt, You may know Pm his
children's godfather.” (Buckley was
also sxecutor of Mrs. Hunt's will after
she died in a plane cras!@})
you more about it all, but of course
meante make a promise not to, liake
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Wil Buckley®s 2rst hoolk, written aiter
coliege, was s o and Man at Yals,’ ahigh-
1y eritleal reaction to his almarmatey.

Boame in the 55 New York mayoralrace,
Buckley snappetl spernand arscaunt’”

plicably, Buckiey reveals both his CIA
alias and the function he performed
in that disguise. “You must promise not
to print that though.” Buckley wili tell
anyone his stint as a spy was humdrum
to the point of 'sheer horedom.left
the agency after about eight months.”
There is nothing dull, however, about
the adventures of Blackford Oakes,
the 1950ish Ubermensch of Buckley's
novel. Oakes's first missionis to insin-
uate himsel;, at CIA expensg, Into
the coterie of dashing people sur-
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Hydrogen bomb secrets have been
leaking to Stalin from the lottiest ech-
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Asked what had do it he beatLindsay and
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taaried Vancony er-no Pal Taylor, who
attended Vasaar for tw o ysais.
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Queen Caroline herself. Tha require-~
ments of undercover penetration{a -
Buckieyan metaphor that reaches full-
er dimension in the queen’s boudoir}
are stimulating enough to make young
Blackford an agency man for life and,
not incidentatlly, to have vaulted the
novel onto best-sellerlists,

Caroline bears noresernblance to
Elizabeth I, but much of Blacklord
Oakes is, of course, Buckley. Says his
friend and ideological béte griss J. K.

~ Galbraith: *“The bookis an unparafieled

exercise in self-revelation.”
Oakes graduated from Yalein 1951,
halittle hehind .
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SC e(%pgéue r? he war. In officer’s

candidate training ai Ft. Benning, Ga. .
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